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 young, whenever any of the above
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Time and Doctors’ Dills will he saved

by always keeplng the Megulutor
In the House!
For, whatever the allment may be, a thoroughly
nale gmnw. alternitve aml Lonlo, can
never be out of place. The romedy s harmless
nnl dons Interfore with Luslicss or
pleasura.

IT 18 PURBELY VEOETABLE,
And has all the power and efficacy of Calomel or
Culnive, without any of the Injurious afier «flocos.

A Governor's Testimony.

Simmaons Liver Regulator has been in use in my
Tainilly for soine time, and | am satisiied it is &
waluable addition to the medical science,

J. Gier Buowrun, Governor of Ala.

Tlon. Al lor 1. St v of G,
says: Have derived soma bonefit from the use of
Simmors Liver Regulator, and wish to give it a
further trial,

“Tho only Thing that never fails to
Rollove." [ hive Il‘!d many remedies for Dys-
rpﬂl Liver Affection and Bclamty. but never
e found anytliing (o benefit me (o the extent
Si Liver Regulat . 1 nent from Min.
nesota Lo L for it, and would send further for
nuch a medicine, snd would advise all who are sim-
arly affected 1 it a trisl as it secms (he ouly
thing that pever fails 1o relicve,

P M. Jawwey, Minneapalis, Minn.

Dr. T. W. Mason t From acwal ex-
perience in the use of ‘ihm Liver Regulator in
my practice | have been und am satisficd (o use
and p ibe it as & purgative medicine,

BEa¥™ Take enly the Geonulne, which always
has on the Wrapper the red Z Trade-Mark
wnd Rlguature of  J. M. ZEILIN & €O,

FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS,

NEVER TOD LATE T0 MEND.

A MATTER OF FACT ROMANCE.

By CHARLES READE,

CHAPTER I,

George Fielding cultivated a small farm
in Berkehire,

This position is not so envinble as it was
xearn aco, the farmers of England, had
they been an intelligent as other teaders,
oould have purchased the English soil hy
menans of the huge percentage it offered |
thum,

and o run (or them, and we will both come
home rich, and, consequently, raspectable.”

It is 0 handsome offer, sir, and & kind
offor, and like yourself, sir; but transplant-
ing one of ur" continued George; “dear
me, wir; it's like taking up an onk tree |
thirty years in the gronnd; bhesides—be-
sides—did you ever notice my cousin Su-
ean, sir ¥

“Notice her! why, do yon think I am a
heathen.and nevergo to the parish church!
Miss Merton in a lovely girl ; she sita in the
pew by the pillar,”

“lan't ghe, sir!" said George.

Mr. Winchester endesvored to turn this
adverse topie in his fuvor; be wade » re-
murk that produced no etfect at the time,
He waid; "People don't go to Australia to
die-—they go to Australia to make money,
and come home and Warey; and it is what
you must do; this 'Grove’ is & millstone
around your neck. Wil you have n cigar,
larmer 7'

Grorge consented, and after drawing a
pull’ or two be took the cigar lhom his
mouth, and looking at, snid: "I say, sir, it
scems to me the fire is uncommon near the
chimbly."  Mr. Winchester Inuched; he
then asked George to show him the blsok-
smith's shop, "1 must learn how te shos a
horse,” said the honoruble Franl:.

“Waell, I never 1" thooght George; “the
first nob in the country going to shoe o
borse ;" but with his rosiic delicacy he sid
nothing, but led Mr. Winchester to the
blucksmith's shop,

Whilst this young gentleman is hammer-
Ling nails inio a horse's foot, and Aostrulia
into un Eoglish farmer's mind, we must in-
troduce other personages.

Susan Merton was beautiful and good;
George Fielding and she were acknowledged
lovers, but marvinge was not spoken of as a
near event, and Intterly old Merton had
seemed cool whenever his daughtor men-
tioned the young man's name.

Susan appeared to like George, thongh
not so warmly as he loved ler; but at all
events she accepred no other profers of

|love; for all that, she had, besides a host

of ndmirers, other lovers besides George;
und,what is a great deal more singalar (for
a womun's oye is quick s lightning in find.
ing out who loves her), there was more than
oue of whose passion she was not gous
scione,

Willinm Fielding, George's lrother, wis
in love with his brother's aweethenrt; but,

| though be trembled with pleasure when she

was near him, he never looked st her ex-
cept hy stealth; he knew that he bad no
husiness to love her,

But now, 1 grieve tn sy, o faruer must
bie nk abiarp as his neighbors, or, like his
neighbars, he will break. What do [ suy, |
There nre soils and siwations where, in |
epite of intelligence and sobriety, he is al- |
most sure 10 break ; just as there are shops |
where the lively, the severe, the industri-
oug, the lusy, are finctured alike,

Grorge Ficlling was, n faw years ago,
neristed Ly Lis beathior Willinm, and tilled
“The Grove™—as nasty & little furm as
any in Borkahive,

It wax four hundred ncres, all arabie,

and most of it poor, sour land. “Fnl'[f"!|
futher bad one handred aeres of grass with
it, but this had been separuted six yearn
nyo,
b There was nol a tree, nor even an old
ktamp, to show for this word “‘Grove.'
There had boen treesin “The Grove,” only
the title had outlived the timbor w fow cen- |
Luries.

Un the moining of our tle Goorge
Fieldiog might have been seen near his
own homestead conversing with the Hon-
orable Feank Winchester,

This gentleman was s character that
will be commaon some day, but was nearly
unique ut the date of our story,

He-had not an extenordinary intelleot,
but ke had geeat nararnl gayety, and under
that be bnd coormous good sense. His
uood sense wan really brillinnt; he had
sort of universal, healthy mind that I can's
understand how people got,

He was deeply in love with a lady who
returned his passion, but she was hopeless-
Iy out of his rench, because be had aor
much money or expectations, Instead of
sitting  down railing, or sauntering

On the morning of our inle, Susan's futh-
er, old Merton, had walked over from his
furm to “'T'he Grove,” and wus inspecting
n field behind George's house, when he was
necosted by hig friend, Me, Meadows, who
had seen him, and. giving hia horse 1o a
hoy to hold, had cregsed the stubibles to
ppeak 10 him,

Mr. Meadows wns not a common man,
end merits some preliminary notice, He
was what is cullod in the country ™'a lncky
man ;" every thing ha had done in life had
prospered. The neighbora wdmired, re-
spected and some of them even hated this
1eapectahile man, who hud been o earter in
the widst of them, and now at forty years
of age was o rich corn-fuctor and land sur-
veyor, +

“All this money can not have bean hon-
eatly got," anid the envious ones among
themselves; yet they could not put their
finger on any dishonest nction he had done;
to the more candid the known qualities of
the man accounted for his life of success,

This John Mendows had & cool head, an
iron will, a body and mind alike indefutign.
ble, and an eye never diveried from the
yreat ohjects of sober, indusivious men—
wenlih and respectability; be had also the
soul of business—method |

In person he wos a tall, stout man, with
iran-gray buir w beulthy, weather-colored
complexion, und n niassive brow that spoke
to the depth aud furce of the man's chursc-
ler,

“"What, taking a look at the farm, Mr,
Merton? It wants some of your grass to
put to it, doegn't it?"

“I never thought much of the farm,” was

ubout  whining, what did he, the
Houorable Frunk  Winchester 7 He
looked aver Euglund for the means of get-
ting this money; and not finding it there,
he surveved the globe, aud selected Austrn-
lia, where they told him a litle money
wirned 10 a denl, instead of dissolving in
the hand like a lozenge in the mouth, as it
does in London.

8o here was an enrl's son (in this nge of
commonplace events) going 1o Austrulia
with five thousand pounds, as slivep farmer
uud genersl speculator,

He was trying bard to persunde George
Ficlding to uwccompuny him an builiff, or
pgricultural adviser and manager,

Ha knew the young mun's value, but to

do bim justice, his aim was not purely sel- |

fish.  He wos nware that Fialdiog bad o
UAd bargain in “The Grove,” and the farm-
er had saved bis life at grent personal risk
one duy that he was seixed with cramp,
bathing in the turbld waters of Oleve mill-
wpol, and be wantod to sorve him in return.
This was not his Gret attempt of tha kind,
aud but for one rewson, parbaps be might
have sucevsded.

“You know me and I know yon,” said
Mr. Winehester to George Fielding; “I
must have somebody to put me in the way;
siny with me one yeur, and aher thae 1'll
Nquire nocounis 'i'll.l.m about thet thun-

“Oh, Mr. Winchester,' said Georye, has- |
tily, wnd ) 'ww Mthat's an
wtory, siel"‘with o little, balfsunni

_“Hai |

the reply: “it lies cold ; the sixty-ncre field’
in well enough, but the land on the hill is
us poor us death.”

Now this idea, which Merton gave out as
his, hud dropped into him from Meadows,
thres weeks before,

“Farmer,"” said Meadows, in no under
1one, ‘they are thrashing out new wheat
for the rent,”

“You don't say so? why I didu't hear
the flail going."

"They have just knocked off fur dinner;

you veed not say I told you,but Will Field-
ing was ot the bunk this morniog, 1rying to
get money on their bill, and the bank sald
No! They had my good word, 100, I'he
people of the bank sent over to ma.”
They had his good word,but not his good
tone~—he had said: “Well, their father was
a sufe man;" but the accent with which ba
eulogized the parent had somehow locked
the bank cash-box to the children,

"I never liked o, especially of lute," mus-
ed Merton, “Bat you see the young folks
boing cousing—""

“That is it, cousing,” put in Meadows;
“it ln mot ua if she loved him with all hee
heart and soul; she is an obediont daught-
or, isn't she 1°

"Never gainsaid me in her life; she has
& high spirit, but pever with me; my word
in law. You see sbho is a very religious

| girl, is Susan."”

“Well, then, » word from you would save
h‘kbl} there—all that ls your affuir, not
mine," added e,

“Of course it is," was the reply,

man, deylyi

.
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“Moudows went (o the 'Black Horse," the
village publichouse, to ses what farmers
wantied to horrow a little money ander the
rose, and would pawn their whitat-ricksand
pny twenty per cent. lor that overrated
merchandise,

At the door of the public-house he was
met by The village constable nnd n stranyer
of gentlemanly nddress and clerienl appear-
ance; the constable wore & mysterions look
and invited Meadows into the parlor of the
public-house,

"1 hinve news for you, sir,"said he, " least-
wige | think #o; your pocket was picked
lnst Martinmas faie of three Furnborough
bauk-notes with your name on the back '

"It was."'

“Is thia one of them?" said the man, pro-
ducing a note,

Meéndows examined it with intereat, com=
pared the number with 8 memorandum  in
his pocket-book, and promounced that it
WhRA,

“Who prased it 7" inquired he.

"A chap that has 2ot the rest—a stranger
—Robinson—that lodges at ‘The Grove'
with George Fielding; that is, if his nnme
2 Robinson, but we think he is a Londoner
comn down to take an airing.  You under-
stand, air?" :

Mendow's eyes flashed actunl fire; for so
rich a man, he seemed wonderfully excited
by this circomstance.

To an inquiry who was his companion,
the constable answered, soifo roce, " Gentle-
muan from Bow street, come 1o see if he
knows bim." The canstable went on to in-
form Meadows that Dobinson wus out fish-
ing soma where, otherwise they would al-
ready have taken him; “bLut we will hang
sboni the farm, and take him when he
comes home,”

“You had better be wi hand, sir, to iden-
tify the notes,” snid the gentleman from
Bow street, whose appearnnce was clorical,

Mendows bad important business, five
miles olf; he postponed it, He wrole a
line in peneil, put & boy upon his black
mare and hurried him off 1o the rendczvous,
while he stayed, and entered with strange
aluerity into this affair. “Stay.” cried he,
'IT he is an old haud be will twig the ofi-
cer,”

"Oh, I'm dark, sir,” wos the answer: “he
won't know me till T put the durbies on
him.**

The two men then strolled as far ng the
village stocks, keeping an eye over on the
furin-house,

Thus u network of evenis was closing
ubout George Fielding this day.

He was all nnconscions of them ; he was
in good epirita,  Robinson had shown him
how to remove the temporary embuarrass.
ment that bad lstely depressed him,

“Draw a bill on your brother,” said Rob-
inson, "and let him nccept it. The Farn-
borough bunk will give you notes for it;
these country banks like wny paper better
than their own. I duve suy they are right”

George hud done this, and expected Wil-
linm every minute with this and other
money; and then Sasan Merton was to dine
ut “The Grove" t1oday, nnd this, though
not uncommon, wis nlmun N greut evenl
with poor George.

Robinson, who had no idea how he was
keeping people waiting, fished tranguilly
till near dinnertime, neither taking nor be-
ing taken.

This detuined Meadows in the neighbor-
hood of the furm, and was the eause of his
recoalie with o very singulur personage,
whose visit, he koew at sight, must be to
him.

As he hovered aliout among Oeorge
Fielding's ricks, the figure of an old man
slightly bowed, but full of vigor, stood be-
fore him. He hnd a long gray boned, with
nalight divigion in the center, hair abund-

nut, but almost white, and a dark swarthy I

complesiod that did not belong 10 Eng-
Innd; hin thick eyebrows also were darker
than his hair, and ander them was an eye
like n royal jewel ; his voice had the Ori-
ental richness and modulaion, This old
mnn wis lsaace Levi, an Oriental Jow, who
had pasaed half his life under the sun's
eye, an now, though the town of Farnhor.
ough had long been too nccustomed to him
tu wonder at bim, be dezaled aoy thought-
ful stranger, so exotic nod apart was he—
%0 romantic o grain in & hoap of vulgarity;
he was as though a striped jasper had
erept in among the pavingstones of their
warket-place, or & Cactus geandi-flora
shone amongst the nettles of a Berkshire
mendow,

Isance Lovi, unlike most Jews, was fumil
inr with the Hebrew tongue, and this and
the Emvtern linbita of hia youth colored his
language and his thoughis, especinlly in
his moments of smotion, and, above all,
when he forgot the monoy-lender for a wo-
went, and felt and thonght as one of the
great nation, deprepsed, bot waiting for o
groat delivefunce, He was u man of au-
thority and learning in his tribe.

At sight of Isanc Levi, Meadows' brow
lowered, and he called out rather rudely,
without allowlng the old gentlewan to
speak, "Il you wee como to talk 1o me
about that house you are in, you oay keep
your breath to eool your porridge.”

Meadows had bought the house lsasc
ronted, und had instantly given him warn-
ing to leave.

Lyane, who had bacome strangely attach-
od 1o the only place in which he had ever
lived many years, had not doubted for »
moment that Meadowa merely meant to
raise the rent to its full value, so he had
come ta troal with his vew landlord. “Mr,
Meadows," snid ho, persuasively, "I have
lived there twenty yoars—1 pay & fuir reat,
but il you ( any one would give you
wore, you lose nothing by wme. I
will pay u little mare; and you know your
rent in socure 7 _

“Tdo," was the answer.

“Thunk you, sir! well, theu ~"'

" ."--r Ao
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“"Well, then, next Lady-day you tuen
out, bag and bageage."”

“Nay, sir,” said Ivnae Loy, “hear me, for
you are vounger than I Mr, Meadows,

- when thie hair was brown | traveled in the

Eust; 1 sojourned in Madras and Beoares,
in Bagdad, Ispanhan, Mecen, and Bassora,
snd found no rest. When my halr began

Rome, and Paris, Vienna, and Lisbon, and
other Western cities, and found no rest, [
came to this little town, where, least of all,
I thought 1o piteh my tent for life, but here
the God of my fathors gave me my wife,
and here he took ber to himself again—"

“What the deuce iaall this to me, man 7"

"Much, sir, if you are what men say, for
men speak well of you; be patient, and
hear me. Two children were born to me
and died from me in the house you have
bought ; and there my Leab died also; and
there at times in the silent hours 1 seem 1o
hear their voices and their feet. In an-
other house 1 shall never heur them—1
ghull be quite wlone, Have pity ou me
sir, an aged and w lonely man; tear me
not from the shadowas of my dead. Let me
prevail with you 7

“No!" was the siern answer,

"No!" cried Levi, n sudden light dart-
ing into his eye; “then you must be an
enemy of Ianoc Levi?"

“Yea!" was the grim reply to this rapid
inferance,

"Ah!" gried the old Jow, with a sudden
definnce, which he instantly suppressed.
*And what have I done to gain your en-
mity, sir?" said he, in & tone crushed by
main foree into mere rogret.

“You lend money."

“A little, sir, now and then—n very lit-
tle,”

"That is to say, when the security isbad,
yoo have no money in hand; but, when
the security is good, nobody has ever found
the bottom of Ixane Levi's purse.”

“Our people,” suid Isanc, apologetically,
“ean trust one another; they are not like
yours, Wo are brothers, and that is why
maney is always forthcoming when the de-
posits sre sound."

“Weoll,” said Mendows, “what you ure 1
am; what I doon the sly you do on the
uly, old thirty per com "

“The world is wide enough for us both,
good sip—""

YIvie )" was the prompt reply. “And it
lies before you, Isaas.  Go where you like,
for the litle town of Fagnborough is not
wide enough for me and any mun that
works my Lusiness for his own pocket—"

"But this is not enmity, sir."

Meadows gave w .cosrsish laugh. “You
are hard to please” cried he. “I thiok
you will find it is enmity "

“Nay, sir; this is butamaiteraf profit and
loss.  Well, let me stay, and T promize you
shill gaiu, and not lose. Our people are
industrious, nnd skillful in all Lacguins,
but we keep fuith and eovenant. 8o be it.
Let us ba feiends, I covenant with you,
and I swear by the tables of the law, you
shall not lose one shilling per anuum by
me,

11 trust you as far as T ean fling o bull
by the tail,
nke mine,
whatever mau or thing has seod in my
way, 1 was poor, I am rich, and that is
wy policy.”

“Itis fenil policy,” said Isane, firmly.
"Some man will be sure to put bis foot on
you, soon or late.*’

“What! do you thresten me?'
Mq..'udln'lll. .

“Nu, sir," said Isanc, gently, but steadi-
Iy, “"Ibut tell you what these old eyes
have seen in every nation, and read in
books that never lie. Golinh defied ar-
mies, yet he fell like n pigeon by s ahep-
herd boy's sling., Samson tore s lion in
piecea with his hands, but & wowaa laid
him low. No man can defy us all gir!
The strong man is sure o find one as
strong and more skilliul; the cunning man
one ns adroit and stronger than  himself,
Be ndviged then. do not trample upon one
ol my people.  Nutions and men that op:
press us do not thrive. Let me bave to
bless you. An old mun's blessing is gold,
See these giay hairs ; my sorvows have been
ns muny wa they, His share of the curse
thut is upon his tribe hus fullen npon Isasc
Levi@ Then, stroiching out his hands
with a slight but touching gesture, he said :
"I huve been driven to and fro like u leal
these many yeards, and now I long for rest.
Let me rest in my  little tent till 1 reat for-
ever. Oh, let me die where those [ loved
have died, and there let me be buried.”

Age, sorrow nnd eloquenca pleaded in
vain, for they were wusted, on the rock of

roeks, a strong will and a vulgar soul,

1 am almost ashamed (o give the res
peotable Western brute's unswer,

“What! you quote seripture, oh? |
thonght you did not believe in that, Hear
Vother side, Abraham and Lot conldn't
live in the ssma place, Lecause they both
kept sheep, and wo oan't because we llecco
‘em, Bo Abruham gave Lot warning, ns 1
give it 1o you. And ws for dying on my
premises, if you like to buug vourself be-
fore naxt Lady-day I give you leave, but
after Lady-day no more Jewish dogs shall
dig in my house nor be buried for manure
in my garden,"

Black lightning poured from the old
Jew's eyen, and uis pent-up wrath burst out
like lnva from an angry mountain,

“lereverent cur | do you rail on the af
flicted of Heaven? The founder of your
creed would abhor you, for he, they say,
was pitital, 1 spit apon ye, and I curse yo.
Bo aceursed " And, fingiog up bis bands
liko St. Paul ut Lystes, ho rose to duuble
his haight, nud towared at his insulter with
asudden Eastern fury that for a woment
shook even the iron Meadows, “Be ac-
oursid I he yolled again, ““Whatever is
the secrol wish of your bluck heart, Heav-

roared

to turn gray, I traded in Petorsburg, and |

You gnve me your history, |
I have nlways put my foot on |
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en look on my gray hairs that you have | twa sentiments by purs ehance, and Mend-

insulted, and wither that wish. “Ah, ha,"
he sereamed, “you winee! All men have
secret winhes—Henven fight against yours,
Muy all the good lnek yon have be worm-
wood for want of thar=that—thar—that,
May you he near it close to it, upon iy,
pant for i, and lose it ; mnay it sport and
smile, and laugh, and play with you till
Gehennn burns your soul upon earth,"”

The old man's fiery forked tongae dart-
ed 8o keon and true to some sore in his ad-
veranry's heart that he in turn lost his
habiton! salf command.

White and bluek with passion, he wheel.
ed around on Isnac with a fierce snarl, and
lifting his stick dischurged a furiouws blow
ot his head.

Fortunate for lsanc, wood encountered
lenther instend of gray hairs,

Altracted by the raised voices, and un-
seen in their frenzy by either of these an-
tagonists, young George Fielding had
drawn near them. He had, luckily, nstout
pigwhip in his hand, and by an adroit
turn of his muscular wrist he porried o
blow that would have stopped the old
Jew's eloquence perhaps forever, A it
wa, the corn-fuctor’s stick cut like a razor
through the air, nod made a most masical
whir within a foot of the Jew's ear; the
basilisk look of venom and vengeance he
instantly shot back amouuted 1o o stab,

“Not if 1 know i, said George. And
ha stood cool und erect, with a calm, man-
Iy wir of definnce between the two belliger-
ents. While the stick and the whip still
remained in contact, Meadows glared at
Isnac's champlon with surprise and wrath,
nnd a sort of balf fear, ball wonder that
this, of wll men in the world, should be the
one to cross with snd thwart him., "You
are joking, Master Meadows,™ said George,
“Why, the mun is twice your nge,
Who

It's

coully.
nnd nothing in his hand but bis fis
are ye, old man, and what d'ye want ?
you for enesing, anywany."

“He insultse me,” eried Meadows, “‘Le-
won't have him for n tenant
Who is be? A villisn-

L LY l
sguinst iy will.
ous old Jew."
“Yos, young man,” suid the other, m.:}'.r,
“loam leane Levi, n Jew. And what is
your religlon " (he torned upon Mead-

ows). "It never came out of Judeain
any onme or shape. Dye eall yoursell a
heathen? Ye lie, ye eur; the heathens

were not without starlight from beaven ;
they respected sorrow and gray hnire'”

“You shall smart for this; I'll show you
what my rel gion is," said Meoadows, inad-
vertent with passion, and the corn-fuctor’s
fingers grasped his stick convalsively.

“Don’t you be so ageravating, old man,”
said the good-natured George; “and you,
Mr. Meadows, should kuow Low to muke
light of an old man's tongue. Why, it's
like a womnn's, it's all he has got to hit
with; leastways you musn’t lift hand te
him on my premises, or you will have to
wettle with we tivst , and I don't think that
waould suit your bouk or any man's for o
mile or two around about Farnborough,”
said George, with his little Berkshiro
drawl,

"He!" shrieked Isnae, “he dare not ! see!
see ! and he pointed nearly into the man's
‘eyes, “be doesn’t look you in the face.
Any soul that has read wen from East to
Went cun see lion in your eye, young mun,
and cownrdly woll in his!"

“Lndy-day | Lady-day!" snorted Mead-
ows, who was now shaking with suppress-
ed rage.

"Ab ! eried Isane, and be wroed white
and quivered in his turn,

“Lady-day I" said George, uneasily,
Yvonfound Lady-day, and every day uf the
sort ; there, don't you be so spitelul, old
wan. Why, il be isn't wll of & tremble,
pour old muu."  He went to kis own door
and called—"Sarah "

A stout servant girl answered the sum-

mons; .
“P'aka the old man in and give him what-
ever i going, and his wog and pipe”
Then he whispered her, “And don't go
lumping the china down under his nose
now.”’

“I thauk you, young mun,' faltered
Isane, '] must not eat with you, but I will

g0 in and rest my limbs, which fail me,

and cowpose myself, for passion is un-
seemly st my years."

Arvived at the door, he suddenly paused
and looking vpward, said :

“Peace be under this roof, and comfort
and love follow me into this dwelling."

“Thank ye kindly," snid young Field-
ing, o livile surprised and touched by this;
“how old ure you, duddy, if you plesse?’
ndded he, respectfully.

"My son, | sm threescore years and ten
—n man of years and grief, grief for my-
self, griof still more for my uation and city
Men that are men pity us; men that are
dogs have insulted us in all nges”

“Well,"” said the good-natured  young
man, soothingly, “don't you vex yoursell
auy more about it. Now you u, and
forget all your trouble awhile, please God,
by my fireside, my poor old man,"

Inaue turned, the water came to his eyes
ut this afier being insulied so, o little
siruggle wook place in him, but nsture con
quered prejudice and coriain rubbish he
called religion, He held out Lis band like
the king of all Asin; George grasped it
like nn Englishman.

“Isane Lovi is your friend ;" and the ex
pression of the man's whole luce and body
showed thess words oarried with them o
mesning unknown in good sociely,

He entered the house, and young Field-
ing stood watching him with & oatural
euriosity,

Now lsane Lovi knew nothing about the
corn-factor's plans, When at one sad the
same moment he grasped George's hand
aod darted o long, lingering glanoe of de-
wmonieal batred ou Meadows, he eoupled

| He mnitersd

owe knew thia, bt et H i stiack Mendows
as dngilar nned omineus, |
The misgiving, hownver, was hiut  mo-
meninry | Mendosn respected his own mo-
tives, and felt hie own power ; an old Jew's
wild fury could not shake hiz confidenes,
“One more down 10 yoor |
account, George Fielding,"” and leit the
young man  watching Fsune's retreating |
form
William Fielling rode up at this mo-
ment from Farnborough,
“Better late than never,"
broasher, i patiently
“Couldu't get nway sooner, George:
here's tha muney for the sheep, £13 10a;
no offer for the cow, Jem i driving her
home."
“Well, but the money-the £80, Wil 7"
William looked sulkily down.
“I baven't got it, George : there's your
draft again ; the buank wouldin't 1ake it*
A keen pamg shot across George's face,
as much for the alfront as the disappoint- |
ment. |
"They wouldn't take #t!" gasped ho.r'
“Ay, WIll, our credit is down ; the whole |
town knows vur rent is overdue. | suppose
you khow money must be got rome way."
“Any way is better than threshing out
new wheat at such a price,” said William
sullenly. "Axk & loan of a neighbor.”

snld the elder

“Oh, Will," appealed George, Vo nax n
loan of & neighbor nnd be denied ; it is bie |
terer than denth. You cun doir."”

"I am 1 mnster here 7 retosted the |
younger, “The farm is not farmed my
WaY, nor ever wius,  No; give me the plow.
handle and VIl cut the furrow, George,"

“"Who shall [ ask 7 said George.

‘Uncle Merton, or—or—>Mr. Meadows,
the corn-factor, he lends money st times 1o

friends, It would not be mueh to either of
them."

"Show my empty pockets to Susan's
futher! Oh, Will! how enn you be so cru-
el ?"

“"Meadows, then,”

“No use for mo, I've just offenided him o
bit: besides he's o wan that never kuew
trouble or ill luck in his life ; they are like
fiints, all that sort,"”

“Well, look here, I'm prefty well with |
Meadows. I'll ask bim if you will try un- |
cle ; the first that meets his man to begin,” |

“That sounds fuir," said George, “bat I |
can't=well, yos,” said he, suddenly chang :
ing hig wind, “lwgeee,” said e, with sim-
1o cuntiog and lowered eyes; but sudden- |
Iy raising them he said cheerfully : “Why, |
you've in luck, Bill, here's your man,” and
he shot like an arrow into bis own Kitchon. |

"Confound it," said the other; “fuirly
canght. "’

Meadows, it s to be observed. was wan- |
dering nbout the premises untit such time
as Robinson should return; and whilst the
brothers were wrzuing he had been in the
bauen, and finding old Merton there, bad
worked still higher that prudent man's de-
termination to break off mutters between
his dunghiter and the farmer of “The
Girove,”

After the wsusl galutation, William
Fielding, sore against the gruin, began

“I did not know you were here, sie! 1
want to speak to you.'”

“1 um at your service, Mr. Willum."”

“Well, sie. George and [ are n linle
short just at present ; it is only for a time
and George snys he should take it very
Kind if you would lend us a hundred pound

Just to help us over the stile.”
“Why, Me. Willum," replied Meadows,
“I should be delighted ; and if you had only

asked we yesterduy | coulid have done it us
ensy as stand here ; but my business deinks |
a deal o' money, Mr. Willum, and 1 laid |
b, ol
course, it i of no consequence—uuother
time—good morning Mr, Willum,”

out uil my loose cnsh yesterday

Away sauntered Meadows, leaving Wil
linm planted there, as the French say,

George ran out of the kitchen

“Well 2

“He says he has got no money loose."

“"He is alinr. He paid £1500 into the
bunk yesterday, and you know it; didu't
you tel him ao ?"

“Noj what wse? A man that lies 10
avoid lending won't be driven to lend."

“You don't play fair,”" retorted Goorgs,
"You could have got it from Meadows if |
you had & wind; bul you want to drive
your poor brother against his swectheavt's
father | you are false, my lad," |

"You are the only mun that ever said ko,
and you durstu't say it if you weren't my |
bhrother,"

“If it wasu't for that 1'd say a deal
mwore."

"Waell, show your high stomach 1o Uncle
Merton, for there ke is. Hy! uncle!” |
wried William to Merton, who turned in-
atantly and came townrd them, “George |
wants to speak to you," said Williwm, and |
shot like & crossbow bolt  bebind the |
house.

“That i lucky,” said Merton, “for |
want 10 speak to you,''

"Who would huve thought of his being
about 1" muttered George.

Whilst George was calling-up his courage
and wits to open his subject, Mr, Merton,
who had no such difficaliies, was before
band with him, :

“You are threahing out new wheat 7" snid
Merton, gravely,

“Yea" nnswered George, looking down,

“That in a bnd lookout; o farmer has vo
busineas 1o go to his barndoor for his
rent."

“Where is be to go, then T to the church
door, und ask for & mirncle "

“No i w his shipfold, to be sure."

“Ay, you can; you have got grass and
water, and avery thing to baod."

"And b0 must you, young man, or you'll
never bo o farmer. Now, George, | must

[ “Yon are w fine lad, and 1 like Fou
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| other, sullenly

vory
well, bot I love my own daughter hettor, ™

"o do 11" said George, simply.

“Aod | wost look snt for her," pesumed
Morton, I bnve seon & pretty whils how
ihings nre golng bere, and, i ke marries
you, ghe #will have to keup you fnstesd of
you hee,"”

“Heaven forbid! (hings nes not so bad as

| that, unele.”

“"You are too moeh of n man, | hope,™
continued Merton,"1o ent n woman's hrend;
and if you are not, T am wan enough 1o
keap the girl from i1.”

“Ia this from Sumn aa well ns yoo ' snid
George, with & trembling lip, and scarce
able to utter the words:

"Sunn (8 an oledient duughter.  Whiat
Fwny, aho' il stund 19 nud 1 hope you know
better thin 1o tempt her 10 disobey me;
you wonldp't soceecd,”

“Enough said,”" answered George, very
ateruly, “"Enough said, old man: 1've no
newd to tempt any girl."

“Good morniong, OGeorge!" and away
stumped Merton.

"Giond morning, Unele Merton (ungrate-
ful old thief)."

"Willinm," eried he to his hrother, who

leame the nest minute to hear the news,

“our mother touk him out of the dirt—I
have heard ber sny as mach—or he'd not
have a shipfold to beng of.  Ob, my heart
—oh, Will—"

“Well, will e lond the money 7"

1§ never asked him. "

“You never asked him 1" crind William.

“Bill, he begun upon me in a moment,”
said George, lovking appenlingly ints his
brother's face; “he sees wo are going down
hill, and he us good as bade me think no
more of Susan.”

“Well," said the other harshly, “it was
vour business to own the teuth,nnd osk him
help us over the stile; be's your own hlood.”

“You wanted to let ma down lower than
¥ would tet that Carlo dog of yours, You'ie
no beather of mine," retorted George, ferce-
Iy and bitterly,

"A bargnin is & bargnin,” replied 1he
“I weked Mendows, and he
You fell wmlking with uncle about
Swsan, and never put the guestion 1o him
at all.  Whao is the fulse one, el 7

“If you eall me fulee I'll knock your ugly
head off, sulky Bill, *

“You're false,nnd a fool into the bargain,
bragging George ¥

“Whut, you will have i1, then '

“If you ena give it me."

“Well, if it is to be,” said George, “I'll
give you somothing to put yon on your
mettle; the best man shall farm The Girove,”
and the other shall be & servant on itor go
elsewhere, for | nm sick of this"*

"And so am 1" eried Wilkini, hasrily,
“and huve been any time these two yeurs.”

They tucked up their sleeves o lisle,
shook hinndsand then retired ench oue step
and began to fight

And how came these twn honest men to
forget that the blood they proposed 10 shed
wan thicker than water 7 Wag it the farm,
money, agriculmeal discention, temper ?
They would have 1ld you it was, nod per-
baps thought it was. It was Susan Merron ?

The secrer, subtle fofluence of jenlonsy
had ling Leen fermentivg, and now it ex-

maid no.

ploded in this way and under this dissaise,

They spureed and feinted with wary ey
befure they ventured 1o close; George,
bowever, tha mure Hnpetuous, wis prepar-
ing to come o closer quurters whey, all of
n wudden, 1o the ather's sarprise, heo drope
ped his hoods by his sides and tirned the
ather woy with a fuce any thing but war-
like, foar being now the prominent expres -
sion.

William followed the dicection of his eye,
and then William partook of his brother's
unensiness ; however, he put his hands in
hin pockets and began 1o ssunter about in
a circuinference of three yurds und to get
up n would-be careless whintle, whilst
Licorge's hands beenme dreadfnlly in his
way, 8o he washed them in the nir

Whilsr III(‘_\' Wiro l'lllllll.'\'l'tl inthis enees
ful pamtomine, & beautiful young woman
glided rapidly betwoan the brothers,

“Hor fiest words renewel their unensiness,

“Whai is this?" eried she, buughaily; and
ahe looked from one 1o the other like a
queen rebuking her saljeots

George lovked at Williwm; Williwm had
nothing ruull)‘,

So Georgo said, with some hesitation, but
in a melilluous voice, "'William was show-
ing me—a trick—ho learned ut the fair.
That is all, Susan."”

“That is w falsehood, George,” roplied
the ludy; “the first you ever 10l me
(George colored. ) “You were fightingyou

[ two hoys ; I suw your eyes Hash,”

The rueful wink exchanged by the com-
batunts wt this stroke of sugacity was troly
delicions.

“Oh, fie! oh, fie! Broihors by one moth-
or fighting in w Chvistiun land, within a
stone's throw of & church, whera brotherly
love is preached as u dolit we owe 1o string-
ers, let alune our own blood, "’

“Yesitiam sin Susan,” suid William, his
conscience suddenly illuminated; “so | axk
your pavdon, Susan. '

“Oh, it wasn't your fandt, 'l be Eonnd, "
win the gracious reply, “What a riffian
you must he, Georgo,ta shed your brother's
Lload 1"

"L, Susan," snid George, with a doleful
whine; “I wasu't going to shed the beggar's
blood, T wus only golug to give him u hid-
tug for Lis impudeuce."

“Or ke one for your own,” replied Wil.
bwm, voolly.

“That's more likely,"said Susan. "Goorge,
take Williwm's hand—tuke it this instant, |
say!" orled she, with an air iwperative and
impationt,

“Well, why not? Don't you go in s pas:
sion, Susan, aboul nothing,” suid Geosyge,
coaxingly.

They wok hands. She mude thew hold
ench other by the bund, which they did with
both their hoads banging down. “Whilat |
speak a word 1o you two,” said Susen Mer-
ton.

"You ought both to go down on your
kuoes and thank Providence that sent me
bere 1o provont 5o grest o crime.  And as
for you,your charcter must change
George Fielding, before 1 trust myself to
live in a house of yours." 231

"1¢ all the blame 1w fwll on my bead 1
said George, lewting go Williaw's kand with

apoak to you seriously.” (George winced,)

4o freat Abparent reluctance. ..




